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And How It Ended 


Author's Notes: 


| apologize. This maybe was supposed to be cute and fluffy but that\'s not the direction the muses went. 


"lim not fucking coming back. EVER!" The smaller man screamed. He slammed the door to the apartment and 
raced down the steps, fumbling to pull the keys from his pocket. "Stupid, fucking asshole! Who the fuck does he 
think he is?!" He grumbled to himself. 


"JUNIOR! Get back here!" Dave bellowed from the top of the staircase. 
David flipped him off before he jumped into his van and sped off, tires squealing against the pavement. 
And that was the third time and last they fought this week. Everything they had heard about making their 


second record was true. The first one had been so easy. Dave had almost all of the material done already. He 


merely needed a band to bring it to fruition But the second one. The sophomore record was always a problem. 


The pressure to meet a deadline, the stress of writing enough good material to fill an entire album. It was 
getting to both of them and coming between them. At first, David just wanted to be there to play the things 
Dave wanted him to play, he wanted to ease the pressure off of Dave. So, in his mind, he was being helpful by 
suggesting things. This chord here or a drum fill there. 


But, of course, the stubborn redhead didn't see it the same way. He felt David was trying to take over. David 
just didn't understand how hard he was working to make Megadeth a success. Not just a success, a bigger 


success than his previous band. 


woun 


He was drinking heavily. He was smoking pot, he was doing dope on occasion. He was told it would get the 


creative juices flowing. It got something flowing. He was fucking horny. All the time. And David was obliging. 


Their lovemaking had run the gamut. It had started off nervous and tentative, racked with guilt and regret. 
David laid flat on the bed, stunned and sore, fighting back tears. Dave had jumped up and immediately raced 
into the shower. The next time was a little better, Dave had whispered his desires into David's ear and used 
gentle hands to ease the younger man into position. He even fed him sweet, gentle kisses while he slowly 


rocked. 


It was after the fifth or sixth time that the redhead invited David into his arms and told him that he loved 


him. At which, the bassist purred and smiled and nestled deeper against Dave's chest. 
‘| love you, too." 


That had taken place before the stress had begun to take over. Before the record company was breathing 
down Dave's neck. Before his bandmates had begun to flake out. Before this demo sounded bad and the lyrics 


to that song were too elementary. 


The sex began to change. No longer were kisses exchanged and no longer was there sweet cuddling afterward. 
Sometimes, Dave didn't even bother putting the bottle of Jack down when they fucked. Sometimes, David tried 
to tell Dave he wasn't in the mood or didn't feel well. But that didn't matter. 


The first time Dave forced himself on David, the bassist lay still, thinking it was for the best to just let Dave 
get it out of his system. Maybe it would help the creative process. The second time, he pushed at Dave, 
thrashed beneath him, told Dave he didn't want it. But the third time, David couldn't stand it anymore. He 
fought back. He kicked and punched and screamed, only to be met by Dave's kicks and punches and screams. 


Afterward, ignoring the pain his body was in, David jumped up, threw on clothes and stormed out, claiming he 
would never return. He had nowhere else to go and so he ended up on the beat up, stinky, old couch at the 
studio they used for practice space. After examining his face in the cloudy mirror of the small afterthought 
of a bathroom and tending to the bruises and cuts, he stared at himself for a long time. What had he 


become? The fuck doll of a drunken, raving madman. He laid there for hours on the disgusting couch with its 


faded flowered upholstery and sagging cushions, curled up, facing the back, inhaling the dirty ass stink and stale 


tobacco smell. 


wun 


He was raised better than this. David was taught to love himself, to have confidence and the wearwithall to do 
and go far in life. But in the span of two years since meeting the volatile redhead, he'd sunken so low. Why had 
he allowed Dave to do that to him, not once but several times? Because he thought Dave loved him? Because 
he felt love for Dave? Because he refused to believe the rumors that the redhead was crazy, that he was 
unstable and mean? Or was it simply because David saw opportunity in Dave? If Dave would carry him right to 


the top, so what if he had to get on his back a few times to get there? 


No. No, that wasn't it. As tempting as that might sound to a nobody from Jackson, Minnesota, that's not how 


David was raised. No, he was in love and people do stupid things when they're in love. 


David wasn't surprised, really, when Dave didn't show up the next day. He and Gar and Chris practiced for a 
couple hours when Gar decided that David needed to calm down a little and suggested they go sit on that 
shitty couch and smoke. It wasn't new to David. He'd done it a few times with Dave. But always with Dave. 
Always feeling safe and under control with Dave. Always with the knowledge that he'd get laid afterward. But, 
once he remembered how good he felt, he agreed to do it with Gar. He wanted to feel good again, to forget 
about the past couple weeks with Dave. 


Gar fed the kid enough heroin to keep him in a fog for three days. During which time, he smoked, he slept and 
he ranted about what a fucking loser Dave was. And that was all fine during the day because he had Gar and 
Chris to keep him company and listen to him go on and on about the loser redhead who was going to take 
them all down with him. 


At night, though, alone in the empty studio, David was terrified and lonely. He would hide behind the couch 
from the monsters in the shadows. He would scream at the redheaded apparitions that haunted him, taunting 
and teasing. He would curl up on the couch, clutching his stomach, howling in pain. His heart hurt, his head 
hurt, his stomach hurt. But most of all, his soul hurt. It felt like someone was taking his body and wringing it 


out like a wet rag, squeezing out every drop of him. 


His other bandmates stopped coming around. The guy who owned the studio demanded rent money if David was 
going to continue staying there. Dave had yet to make an appearance. Everything had unraveled and the bassist 
was dangling by a thread. He convinced the studio owner to allow him to keep the van parked in his lot 
overnight. So that's where David slept now instead of inside on the crappy couch. 


woun 


Six days. It had been six days since David last saw Dave. Since he'd been back at the apartment where all of 
his belongings, presumably, still were. For all he knew, Dave might have thrown them all away or pawned the 


few things of value. Six days since he took a proper shower. Six days since he had anything decent in his 


stomach. And his wallet, for that matter. 


He could go back to the apartment. Go crawling back to Dave with his tail between his legs and endure more 
abuse. At least he have a warm bed and a warm shower and food in his belly. But David wasn't raised like that 
and he swore he'd remember that. So he found himself panhandling outside of a burger joint a couple blocks 
away from the studio. Dressed in the only pair of jeans he had and the least offensive-smelling t-shirt he had 
laying in the van, he managed to collect enough loose change to buy himself a cheeseburger and a Coke. And 
when it was gone and all that was left were a few crumbs on his shirt, he could have cried. And the cycle 
began all over again. Grovel, beg, thank, count. If Frances and Gordon could see their baby now, he thought 


bitterly when a woman looked at him with disgust and yanked her child away. 


It was after eleven at night when the fast food restaurant closed. David hung around in the shadows behind 
the building and waited. When the pimply-faced teenager threw the bag of garbage into the dumper, David's 
stomach growled. He had managed to collect another three dollars in change but knew he should save it for 
the following day. So he planned to get a little more to eat by rummaging through the dumpster. There had to 
be something in there that wouldn't be too contaminated or spoiled And there was! He squealed with joy when 
he found a whole tomato and a package of hamburger rolls where most of them had only a tiny bit of green 


mold on them. 


Back in the van, David ate the tomato like an apple, seeds and juice running down his chin, and picked off some 
of the mold on two rolls. He stored the rest of the package away and then stretched out in the back and 
closed his eyes. Behind them, flashes of memories entertained him as he hoped to drift off to sleep. He was 
back in the warm embrace of his redheaded lover. Dave, not surprisingly, gave off a lot of body heat. It was 
as if his temper oozed out of his pores and for a while, it was a benefit to David He loved when Dave used 
that soft, bedroom voice with him. Telling David how much he loved him, how happy he was to have met him, 
how David had brought light back into his life after such a dark and lonely time. The younger man had eaten it 
up with a spoon, every word a delicious, nourishing morsel. And then the redhead had cracked under the 
onslaught and self-imposed pressure to succeed. He rolled over, shaking his head to make the bad memories go 
away. He wanted only good things to remember tonight. Kisses, smiles, that overwhelming feeling of joy he got 
when they connected creatively. 


Maybe he slept two or three hours. Maybe a little longer. The sun crept through the windows of the van and 
stirred David awake. His stomach was the first to complain. But instead of finding a roll to eat, he lit a 
cigarette and yanked the sliding door open He slid to the edge of van and sat with his feet on the ground, 
puffing on his cigarette. He'd have to get enough money today to eat and buy a new pack of smokes. Maybe a 


six pack of beer. 


And then he laughed to himself. A single, sarcastic grunt. Who was he kidding? He'd never get enough to buy all 
of that. 


David heard the vehicle before he saw it. Heard it slow and pull into the parking lot. An old, beat up, black 
Impala with a ripped, ragtop that once must have been white. The driver's side window was busted out and, 


beyond that, in the driver's seat, Dave. 


"I have been looking for you everywhere!" Were the first words he said to David. 


He must be tripping. He must still be asleep. That green mold must be fucking with his brain So David shook 
his head, squeezed his eyes closed and brought the cigarette to his lips. 


"Junior, didn't you hear me?" 
"Go away." 


The redhead opened the door of the car and stepped out. He approached David and bent down to look into his 
eyes. "You high?" 


"Oh! OF fucking course | am if you're standing here in front of me. Go away!" David slashed a hand through the 
air, expecting the apparition to disappear but it connected with the side of Dave's face instead. 


"Junior!" 
The younger man sighed and flicked his cigarette to the ground. He then lowered his head to his knees. "Six 
days. I've been living like a fucking bum for six days because you fucking raped me. You're a goddamn piece of 


shit, Mustaine. Now get the fuck out of my face." 


The older man audibly groaned and then crouched down. "I know. I'm sorry. It's a worthless expression but | 


mean it. Will you take a ride with me? | want to take you somewhere." 


"What? Back to the apartment so you can do it to me again? Well, fuck, why don't you just climb in the van 
here and go for it?" 


"Junior, please? If you don't want to, | understand. But it would mean a lot to me if you did." 
The bassist's stomach grumbled and he tried to double over even more to make it stop. But Dave heard it. 
‘ll buy you breakfast first 


David was fucked. The last thing he wanted to do was go with Dave but the lure of a hot breakfast was too 


much to resist. 
"Pancakes. And coffee. A lot of coffee." 
"Whatever you want, baby." 


"Don't fucking call me baby again." He shot Dave a fierce look. 


"You're right. I'm sorry." Dave stood up and offered the smaller man his hand. 


When David looked from the hand to Dave's face and saw how pitifully he was gazing down at him, David 


became embarrassed. He looked away, hot tears pricking his eyes. 


"Maybe after we eat, we should go by the apartment. You probably want a shower and a charge of clothes." 
The redhead offered. 


It should have pleased the bassist. Should have made him relieved. But it incensed him even further. 


Its not right, Dave! I've been living like this and you've been back at the apartment, all status fucking quo and 
you're the one that attacked me! How is this fucking fair?!" 


Is not and I'm trying to make it up to you. Please?" And he offered his hand again. 

They held each other's stare for a long time. The truth was David was overjoyed that Dave came to find him. 
Overjoyed that he was offering to take care of him. But he'd be damned if he let Dave know that. At least, not 
right away. He finally gave the redhead his hand and allowed himself to be pulled to his feet. When Dave tried 
to hug him, however, he shied away. 


"Okay, all right. Go on, get in" He pointed at the passenger side of the old Impala 


Dave pulled the van's door closed and then got into the car. David was already taking a cigarette from his new 


pack. 

"Where did you find this piece of shit?" The younger man asked as he lit his smoke. 

"Bought it for two hundred bucks from the neighbor to the left of us." 

"Ah. It sounds like shit" 

"It runs like shit." Replied Dave with a little grin. 

David smirked but didn't say anything, 

At a small, greasy diner, David wrapped his hands around the warm cup of coffee and kept his head down. His 
dirty hair fell over his face and he could feel Dave's eyes burning two holes on the top of his head. But he 


refused to lift his head until the waitress came along to take their food order. 


"Pancakes, please. With blueberries. And two eggs, over easy, potatoes and bacon. And toast! Whole wheat 
toast, please." David rattled off nearly the entire breakfast side of the menu. 


"French toast with bacon" Dave requested, 


Throughout the meal, both men were quiet. David shoveled the food into his mouth, only pausing long enough 


to request more coffee. 

"Where are Gar and Chris?" David asked, finally, with his mouth full. 
"Don't know. Haven't heard from them." 

"Saw them a couple days ago. Gar had a nice score. | was lit for days." 
The redhead drew his lips into a thin, straight line. 


Dave paid the bill and drove back to the apartment. Inside, he waited patiently while David showered and 


dressed. The younger man noted that every single one of this things had gone untouched while he was away. 


"l expected to come back and find all my shit in the dumpster or in pawn shops." He told Dave while he was 
brushing out his wet hair. 


"| wouldn't do that." Dave said quietly. He stood up and approached David. "| know | fucked up and l'm so sorry 


for hurting you, Junior." 


"| understand.” But when Dave reached for him again, he put his hands up. "I don't think I'm ready for that yet, 
okay?" 


Back in the parking lot of the apartment building, the redhead gave David a grin. 

"This is a convertible." 

"Does it work?" 

"| think so." 

The two men fought with the convertible top until it was folded down as far as they could force it. 


Dave navigated the sputtering beast onto the freeway and, in the slow lane, the car rattled and choked as it 
carried the two men out of the city, into the hills. 


"Where are you taking me?" 
"Just for a ride. A very, very slow ride." Dave chuckled. 


David ran his hand lovingly along the dashboard. "With a little work, she could be a great car." 


"I think her days of greatness might be behind her." 


"Eh, you never know. Take a chance on her. She could surprise you." The younger man shot Dave a pointed 


glance. 

The trip ended up at the Hollywood sign. David smiled, enjoying that Dave was making an effort for him. He 
followed the redhead through a hole in the fence and they carefully made their way to the metal scaffolding 
base of the H. 

"I know you've never come up here and always wanted to." 


"Thanks." 


The pair sat down, side by side and looked out, over their city. Dave offered the younger man another 
cigarette. They quietly smoked for a moment, each man lost in his thoughts. 


"The record was harder than | expected" Dave finally said 
"| know" 

"You were only trying to help me” 

"Yes. Im in this band, too, Dave. | can help, you know." 

"| know. | just.! want it to be.” 

"Good enough to kick Metallica's ass.” 

The older man nodded before flicking the butt of his cigarette out onto the rock and sand of the hill 
"| understand. | just thought that if." He trailed off, sighing deeply 

"What?" 

"| thought that if | loved you good enough, | could fix that for you." 


"You did, though. Well, you loved me good enough. But | don't think that can be fixed" He told David as he pulled 
a rolled joint from his pocket. He lit it, took a long drag and then passed it to the younger man. 


"Thanks." 


"| want you to come home." 


"And | want to come home." 

"Good." 

"Good." 

The silence this time felt better, it felt lighter to David. A weight was lifted from his chest. He sat up a little 
straighter and let his eyes wander from the city below, out to the ocean beyond and then to the hills behind 
him. 

"Dark clouds." 


"Aint gonna amount to anything.” 


"| don't know, they look pretty dark" David argued, pulling from his past experiences with reading the weather 
on the farm. "Let's try to put that top up, just in case." 


The redhead's stubborn streak appeared again and he insisted on finishing the joint before he moved. But the 
clouds were swiftly closing in and by the time they reached the car, the first drops began to fall 


"| told you!" David laughed. He took hold of the dirty, white, canvas top and gave it a hard yank. 

"No!" The redhead yelled and held his hands out. 

But he was too late. The metal framework screamed as it rose halfway and came to an immediate halt. The 
canvas was caught and gave way only by ripping a long tear straight down the middle of the top. David's eyes 
grew wide and he burst into giggles. 

"JUNIOR! No! Hs not funny!" But even Dave was hit with the giggles. 

The rain picked up and both men were now getting drenched. They stared at each other from opposite sides of 
the car. The ripped convertible top was stuck in mid-air and the front half of the interior of the car was 


getting soaked as well. 


"Get inl" David yelled across to the redhead. He then yanked open the door, rolled the window up and climbed 
into the back seat. 


Dave opened the driver's door and tumbled into the seat, very nearly landing on the bassist. 
"How am | gonna get this fucking rust bucket home now?" He asked before he started to giggle again 


"Paddle it?" 


They erupted in laughter. David was looking at a stray thread on the back of the front seat as his laughter 
slowly died. 


"Junior, | love you." The redhead said in that soft, quiet voice of his. 

"| love you, too." He replied without taking his eyes off of that thread. "But you can't do that to me again" 
‘| know. I'm really sorry." 

"How sorry?" He finally turned and met Dave's gaze. 


"More than | could ever explain. You were my everything. You were the light in my life. You were a damn 


better shelter from the storm than this car." 

David gently laughed. "That's not saying too much, Dave." 

The redhead slowly reached out and let his fingers stop just before touching David's face. "Can |?" 

Eyes still locked on Dave's warm caramel eyes, David nodded. The singer pushed a lock of David's hair behind 
his ear and then slid his entire palm along David's jaw. Ever so slowly, Dave drew the younger man's face 
toward his own. Tentative lips touched David's lips quickly and then pulled away. 

The rain came down harder, pattering against the ripped canvas. Some rain dripped through the rip but, for 
the most part, they were keeping dry. The same could not be said for the front of the car. Dave shook his 
head and grinned. 


"Me and my dumb ideas. It wasn't enough just to bring you home." 


"Nope. It wasn't. But you know what?" David grinned and slowly climbed into the older man's lap. "There's no 


place else | want to be right now." 
"Than getting a soaked ass in the back seat of this piece of shit, beater car | stupidly bought?" 


With a smile, David nodded as he slid both hands to Dave's cheeks and bent his head to kiss him. When the 
redhead's calloused fingers tickled up beneath the back of his t-shirt, David purred. He moved his lips across 
Dave's jaw to his ear and sucked the lobe into his mouth. He nibbled it and the singer softly hissed. 


"Junior!" 
The younger man laughed in his ear and gasped when he felt those hands circle his hips. Dave moved David to 


the seat beside him, laying him on his back. The redhead moved one of David's legs to the top of the seat, 


while pushing the other off the seat. David now lay before him, nicely spread. His eyes were full of mischief as 


he stared up at the older man, fingers playing against his lips. 

"You're so fucking hot." Dave murmured as he twisted and leaned over the brunette. 

He pushed David's shirt up, off his stomach and pressed his lips to the warm, damp skin directly below the 
bassist's navel. Hands gently touched Dave's head, pressing lightly, wanting to keep his mouth there, on his 
quivering belly. Dave's fingers deftly unbuttoned David's jeans and yanked the zipper down. As the younger man 
wiggled out of his t-shirt, Dave moved his legs to his lap and peeled the tight pants from his body. When the 
redhead reached for David's shorts, however, his hands were stilled and David gave a cluck of his tongue. 


"Now you." He told the older man when Dave glanced up at him in surprise. 


As Dave pulled his shirt over his head, he hit the canvas top with his hands and a splash of rainwater came 


down through the crack and hit David right in the crotch. 

"Owll" He screeched and hissed and wriggled. 

Dave screamed in surprise and then began to giggle. 

"Its not funny!" Even though David was giggling as well while he pulled the wet shorts off. 

At the sight of the naked, younger man smiling and giggling as a hand slipped quietly down his chest, Dave 
hurried to kick his sneakers off and shed his own jeans and shorts. With one hand stroking himself, the redhead 


leaned over again and, this time, gave David's erection a long, slow lick. 


"Yeah, baby. Fuck, | missed this. Go on, suck it" David groaned as he rolled his hips and urged Dave to take him 


in his mouth. 

Dave's full, pouty lips circled the younger man's delicious cock, sucking it down to the base. Glistening red curls 
fell over David's lap and stomach. He slid his hands into that mop of gorgeous hair he loved so much. With 
firm pressure on the back of Dave's head, David thrust upward, deep into his throat. He could feel Dave's nose 
pressed to his abdomen and he held him there until the singer drew back sharply, coughing and sputtering. 
"Again 

"Junior." 


"Again!" 


Dave obeyed, maybe out of lust, maybe out of guilt. Did it matter? Not to David. Dave lowered his mouth 
again and sucked the younger man's long, hard cock, licking it, teasing it with his wet lips, coating it in his spit. 


He lifted his head and met the younger man's stare. David's lips twitched and curled as he watched Dave raise 


himself up and straddle him. 
"Easy, baby. Are you sure you can.?" David asked in a gentle voice as he reached a hand out to help Dave. 
"Just like the first few times, I'll be gentle." 


Dave used one hand to hold David's cock and the other on the back of the seat to steady himself. Slowly, he 


lowered his ass onto the younger man, gasping when he was breached, but continuing to fill himself. 
"Fuck, you're so tight" David groaned. 


‘Its been a few days." was the reply. Dave smiled down at his lover as he slowly started rocking and gyrating 
his hips. 


David laid one hand on Dave's thigh and with the other, slowly stroked the redhead's dick Dave sighed and let 
his head fall back, receiving raindrops on his face. As his pace increased, so did David's hand. He feverishly 
worked the redhead's dick over, switching hands, using one to squeeze his balls now. Together, they climbed. 
The car rocked back and forth, springs squealing and crying. As they hurdled toward ecstasy, the rain slowed 
to a halt and the sun began to peek through the clouds. Just was the sun hit the car with its bright rays, 
David cried out and his body quaked as he reached orgasm and came hard inside of his lover. He continued 
stroking Dave and the sensation of David releasing inside of him brought him over the edge. Strings of sweet, 
white come stretched out over David's chest. 


Mouth hanging open, chest heaving, Dave looked down at the bassist, who wiped up the sticky, pearly come 
that covered him. He held his fingers out to the redhead, who gladly sucked them clean. 


As he lifted himself off of David, he shifted so that he could fit between the younger man and the back of 
the seat. 


"Thank you." He murmured softly as he wrapped his arms around David. 
"Thank you. I'll always give it to you but you cannot just take it. Promise me." 
"| promise." 


"Good. Now, how the hell are we getting home?" 


